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HE was the only daughter of a

draper who had once been eminent
and was now retired; he was a young
und prosperous barrister, ller man-
ners nad habits of thought were, per-
haps, cverrefined and affected; she was
ef a morbidly poetical temperament,
and lcoked at life aiways through a
prism of rentiment. He was unimagi-
native and practical.

He had all those sterner qualities she
lacked; she had a!l those dainty, ten-
der graces he despised—until he found
them in her. In a word, each was the
complement of the other.

Naturally, then, svhen they met they
loved; and she was too romantic and
he too matter-of-fact to believe in a
long engagement.

They had been two months married,

moon, were seated cozily by the fire one
wild, wintry evening, when Mabel, im a
languishing mood of sentimental mel-
ancholy, unburdened herself of a tardy
confession.

It had really never occurred to her
during the rapture of their short en-
gagement, but once or twice before
since their marriage it had risen to her
lips, but, fearing it might make a note
of discord in the harmony of their
wedded lives, she had left it unspoken.
It was a trifle, no doubt; but hers wasa
disposition' that magnified trifles. She
found a =ubtle joy in grief, asdo all who
are surfeited with happiness, and, un-
der such circumstances, the smallness
of the grief is no disadvantage.

“Are you sure, Claremce,” she asked,
him, sighing, “that you really love me?”

“Absclutely, dearest.”

“And you have never loved anyone
but me 2"

“Never—never—never!"

“And you till love me always?”

“Forever.”

He yawned and looked at his watch.
They were half expecting a visitor.

“Something might happen to change
you,” she persisted, dreamily.

“What could ?”

“Suppose I had a secret in my life
vhich T had rever revealed to you?”

She regarded him yearningly.

“What sort of secret?”

“I always used to say, dear, that I had
told you all about myself—everything;
that I was keeping nothing back from
you. I am so sorry!”™ Her eycs grew
misty with tears. “I did not intend to
dleceive you. There is one—only one—
event of my life I have never mentioned
to you. I had forgotten it until lately,
It is not much, perhaps, but [ought not
to hide anything from you, ought 1?
It bas been my one secret—the one page
of my life I would rathermo one read—"

“Well—and what is it?"” he interrupt-
cd, a little irritably.

She sank down on the rug beside him
in an attitude of supplication, and
clasped her arms about his knees.

“Don’t look at me so coldly, Clarence,”

shie pleaded., *Don’t speak so harshly.
Bay you will forgive me, dearest, II
L.now there sghould be mo secrets be-|
tween us, bat it is such a little, little!
tocre!, and I rever meant to—" #
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“No—no. Well—let me know what it
is."

“It overwhelmed me with shame.
Oh, words cannot tell how deeply it
humiiiated me.”

“My dear child, do ca'm yourself.”
He laughed, but felt vaguely unecasy.
“It can't have been an)ything go very
awful.”

“You will not thick I hesitated to tell
you sooner because I distrusted the
strength of your love—7"

“Of course not.”

“Or because I feared—she stifled a
little sob—"you might scorn me, as that
hearticss man did!"

*What heartiess man?"” he demanded,
sharply. “Don't mystify me with all
this preainble, Mabel. Tell me the
worst, at once.”

“And you will forgive me, dear, for
not confiing—?"

“Oh, no doubt. 1\ is nothing much,
I'll be boumd. You are scaring us
both wiith a bogey of your own mak-
ing. What is it?"

“I will tell you, Clarence.”

She dried her eyes, and .reaching up,
laid a hand upon his shoulder caress-
ingly.

“Did you kmow, dear, that I once
used to write poetry?”

“Well, raany personsdo that. It may
be foclish, but it is not wicked.”

“I wrote a great deal of i, My sole
ambition then was to be a poetess.
Much of what I wrote was love po-
Iy ' el

“Addressed, I presume, 1o the heart-
less man you just referred to?"

“No, dear. It was addressed to quite
imaginary persons.”

“Well, we!l! Yes?”

“And about six years ago, dear, I col-
lected all my poems into a volume and
published them.”

“And the heartless man was the pub-
lisher?” .

“No. The publisher was exceedingly
kind. He thought very highly of my
work—""

“Never mind the publisher. T am
anxious to get to that heartless man.”
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“You little silly. I don't suppose
even a miilionth part of the world knew
anything abeuwt it. Nobody reads re-
views of books—except the men who
write them.”

“I could not regard it o stoically,”
gshe sighed. *I cannot even now. You
do not altogether realize my utter
degradation: “These babblings of in-
cipient imbecility.,! That was one of
his phrases.”

She shuddered at the recollection of
it.
“By- Jove! Of course, the best of crit-
ics are not angeis, but yours must have
been a—"'

“A heartless, heartlese man!”

“If it had been a man's book—"

“He may not have known I was
a woman.”

“You are too revere. No reviewer
criticises a book till he has read the
title page.”

“But I did not use my own name. I
wanted to see if they would mistake my
werk for that of a man. | called it
‘Heart Longings, by Harold Ransom;’
but all my friends knew, so that really
made no difference.”

“Not a bit.”

He had grown suddenly thoughtful,
and spoke absently.

*You will fergive me, darling—won’t
you?—fcr deceiving you?”

“Deceiving me?" he asked.

“Well, for seeming not to confide in
you unreservedly?”

tween his hands he gazed down into

" her dreamy bLloe eyes, and laughed

“The book was published, and I saw .

cnly ore review of it, and that—it was
in a paper callcd The Writer—Oh, Clar-
ence, it was eruel—crue:!”

“If that is all--"

“All! It Lumiliates me to think of
it even now. I remembeorevery harrow-
ing word ef it, but [ cannot—cannot
bring myself to repeat them.”

“Don’t try to. My dear girl, why on
earth should you upset yourself like
this over a trivizl matterthat happened
and was forgotten six years ago by
everybcdy but yourself?”

“But think how I suffered! The pub-
licity—the disgrzce! ‘These poems,' he
wrote—oh. do not ask me what he said.”

“1 assure you, I won't.”

“For months after [ avoided ell who
knew me. Euch contempt—such ridi-
cule as ke poured upon me in that re-
view! If there isany man I hate—yes,
hate, Clarence!—it is he.”

“And yet he may be quite a harm-
icss, inoffeneive sort of ass, if we only
knew him.”

“1 withdrew the book instantly and
burnt the entire edition.”

“If all authors accepted their crit-
ies' version in the same spirit, that man
who wrote about the hundred best au-
thors wouid hare had to fix his total at
50.“

“I 2% as f 3l] the world was laugh-

| ing at me."

softly to himself,

“I-—don't—know,” he said.

“Bet—it was nothing actually wrong,
Clarence,” shie eried, indignanily; then,
melting again. I know, deur, I used to
say all aiong that I had concealed noth-
iug from you, I had told you every-
thing—"

“I used to say the same to you, didn't
"

“Yes."

“Well, coming to think of it, I re-

member I have a secret which I have |

never disclosed to you. 8o, afterall, we
are each as bad es the other.”

She started, and scanned his features
cagerly.

“You? A secret, Clarence?”

“Only a little one—iike yours.” _

“But mine was no secret. I bhad for-
geotten it she preoiested. “Desides,
mine was rothing for which you could
blame me!”

“I wish I could say that of mine.”

“Clarence!™ she scbbed, “ycu have
been deceiving me!"

*No; I had forgctten about it.”

“You always said,” she faltered, her
lips quivering, “you never loved any gir)
until you met me.”

“Now, I waat you to make me a prom-
ise: If I forgive you, you will forgive
me?”

She hesitated.

"“Tell me, first, all about it.”

“Do you promise?" he insisted.

“Oh, Clarence, you can never be the
same to me agaio! Ido hope it isnoth-
ing dreadiul, What can it be? I—I—"

“Do you—-""

“Yes, yeg, dear. I promise!” she said.
despcrateiy. “Whatever it is, I love you,
and I must forgive ycu.”

“You won't hate me?”

“I could not.”

—_— - — Ce— = — —_— -

“I won't keep you in suspense,” said
he. “We have both been sinners, and |
was the worst of the two. [ must tel!
sou, then. DBefore 1 was a successful
varrister, 1 was a good-for-nothing
young scoundrel, with a very pgood
cpiaion of myself and a very bad one
of everybedy else. I was a wicked
yvoung dog, and did several scandalous
tiiings that I am ashamed of now.”

She caught her breath and waited in
an agouny of expectation. He sgeemed
very servicvs, and yet a baffling smilc
was flickering round the corners of his
imouth.

“They were®all of the same descrij -
tion, but T am sorry on account of onc
in pacticalar,”

“And that?"

“Viell, being hard up, I used to earn
odd guineas in all manner of odd way:
I was a flippant, self-satisfied brutc
and—" Le pnused, and putting an arm
about her, drew her closer to him. *i
have a heart now—you know I havc.
sweetheart, don't you? Dut once upou
a time—you have promised to forgive
me and nct to hate me!—in the day-
when you published your book, '
was—"

“You—you—were—"7?"

“The heartless man who reviewed it!"
—8t. Paul’s.

He Had to Own Up,
e had taken his shoes off and wu:

2N URIERET e S o _|..about 10 creep upstairs, when ke
“Tking - the CRRAIEH, protty face bec| o unut.d {

stumbled over the umbrella rack.
“Jolin,” came a voice from the hear
of the stairs, “is that you?”
“Yesh, m'dear.”
“Are von intoxicated?"
“Hie—no'm."
“Say ‘special personai prerogatives.’
then,"” continued the relentless voice.
There was an interval of silence. ~
*Johnu.”
- “Yesh,"
“Well, why don't you say it?"”
“I'm intoshicated—hic—m'dear.”
Then, hanging his shoes on the ha:
rack, he took his hat in his hand an«
procecded upstairs.—N. Y. Journal.

Oyuter Ilonillon,

A recipe for oyster bouillon calls fo
two dozen large oysters, drained anc
chopped fine. These are put into «
double boiler and heated slowly in von-
ter, to draw out as much juice as pos

| #ible. They are then put through :
 fine sieve, and every bit of the liquo.

preseed out. This liquor, added to tha'.
aircady drained, is put cn the fire
in n poreelain saveepan, and into it i
Leaten the white of one exp. Let i
come to a bheil for about one minut
then remove from the fire, nnd afteri
hos stood for three or four minutes
strain through a piece of cheececloth.
cdoubled., Tefore serving, ccnsen ane

add 25 mueh hot milk as you have oys
, tor juiee.  Dry toast cutsirt equares ov

oblorzs is handed around with tlx
bouillon.—N. Y. Post.

An E-plenntinn,

The Pastor—Mawnin’, Sistah Simjy
kine. Hcw is it I didn’t see yo’ in
chu’ch las’ Sunday?

Eister Simpkins—I—1--1 wasn't der¢
—Pueck.

Lemon and Eggs.
A squeeze of lemon improves seramw-

bled eggs. and should be added whiie

th Ing.—Cincinnati Enquire. .
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